REUNION

He had, too, a wide range of curries and he was fond of "conceits,"
the most artistic-being a broody hen sitting on her eggs. The hen, made of
whipped cream looked so like a white leghorn sitting there with her currant
eyes, her roseleaf.comb and her almond beak, that I could scarcely bear to
carve a bit out of her. Her eggs were made with .infinite patience. Ganess
bored a hole in a real egg, abstracted the contents, and poured drop by drop
a mixture of cream, gelatine and some flavouring. He broke the shell
carefully when it was set and out came what looked like a hard-boiled egg.

Ganess and Zaidi are "buddies," though there are curious contrasts
between them. Ganess smiles only occasionally, a gentle restrained sort
of smile. Zaidi laughs all day long, except in his rare sulks, with a wide
display of shining teeth. Ganess spends his money carefully and wisely.
He buys something useful like a bicycle or a trunk. Zaidi bursts his pay
on endless new clothes. He is a man of fashion and always follows the
fashion of the country in which he lives. In Zanzibar he wore spodess
kanzus, carried a small cane and had a white coat like the better Arabs in
undress. In Mauritius he had pin-striped suits, a gay tie and co-respondent
shoes. In Aden he wore a silk shirt outside a brightly coloured futa,
like all the best people in the bazaar.

*             *             *

WE left, on what was to be our last leave from Mauritius in a Dutch boat,
the Barentz, and spent six days in Bourbon, or Reunion, the "lie soeur"
of Mauritius. It is a fascinating island in its natural aspects, but as far as I
could see many of the inhabitants had no other occupation than drinking,
for rum and red wine are cheap. But if Bourbon has been damned by
man, Nature has dowered it lavishly with variety of climate, luxuriance
of verdure and magnificent scenery. It rises to a height of over 10,000
feet and has not only snow-clad peaks, but a live volcano. A railway
runs round much of its coast and we followed this to St. Pierre in one
direction and to St. Denis, the capital, in the other. There was nothing
whatever to attract in Pointe des Galets, the port, which was drabber,
dirtier and more desolate than the blackest of the Black Country,
and was not even dignified by honest labour. The only thing of .interest
I have ever seen there was Alain Gerbault's boat, the Firecrest9 which
was lying ha the harbour when I passed through in 1927. It was
astonishing to think of that tiny vessel carrying him solo over all the
world's oceans.

The railway of Mauritius is like a real railway, but I have never seerf
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